The Wal-Mart Waltz

You ask me to dance, to waltz with you.

Innocently I consent; I’ve nothing to do.

You say we must first make the ritual appointment.

Ok, I’m easy this starts my anointment.

I drive the good drive staying awake to early dawn,

Arrive for our dance holding back a certain yawn.

I’m in the wrong line to enter your din

I’m properly trounced; I’ve committed a sin.

I hand you my reservation to twirl with you,

But my numbers must match to continue our soft-shoe.

Sternly you convey the rules of this hop,

And proceeding with caution I enter to bop.

Creeping into your maze of confusion I’m drawn,

To the door marked “Drivers” to enter forlorn.

Where are the skip and the prance I looked forward to?

You’ll get to it later; I’ve much waiting to do.

Oh, the bitter delay after my goodly intent

Doesn’t she know I’ve other dances to vent?

She’ll get to our tango for I’m promised a door,

I back in with caution, unhook and get me a snore.

I take one step forward to see who’ll be in charge.

To waltz one must embrace, but your waist is too large.

The hours of anticipation have passed and we agree

To waltz again is nearly certain, but next time can I lead?
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